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A LOVE LETTER 10 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 














Dear Father Who art in Heav- 
en; This month I celebrate, in my 
own fashion, the twentieth anni- 
versary of my return to Your 
House. And I am still wondering 
what it was that made me come 
back to You—or Why You went 
to such pains to bring me back. 

Sometimes I think I began 
crawling back to You when some- 
body, in my home in Larchmont, 
N.Y., made a slighting remark 
about Your Most Lovely Mother. 
I resented the remark; but the 
man who made it was a guest, and 
I chose not to show my feelings. 
Besides, I said to myself, ‘what 
is this to me?; am I a Catholic?; 
of course I’m not.’ But the thing 
rankled. And something rankled 
even worse—the knowledge that 
I had lost my faith! 


It Hurts To See 

.- Sometim:a I thitik ‘I-began- to 
come home that night in Paris 
when some one of the newspaper- 
men taking me through a church 
in Montmartre made a mockin 
obeisance to Our Lady’s statue. 
remmber the anger that seethed 
up in me, and how I longed to 
punish the fellow with my hands. 
But I used words instead—I who 
had turned my back on You and 
Mary, so many years ago. I re- 
ahzed, much later, that I had not 
been cursing anyone but myself. 
What Tsai to that reporter I 

de for the man I had 
become. ili i a aa 


I felt very low, letting a friend 
talk lightly of Our Lady. I felt 
even lower, recognizing myself 
in the man who mocked You in 
Your house in Paris. It hurts, 
Lord, to see one’s self so plainly. 

And sometimes I think the 
homeward journey began on a 
Sunday morning in Reading, 
Pennsylvania—when I  prached 
a sermon from the pulpit of the 
Dutch Reformed Lutheran 
Church. 

Last month I wrote you a let- 
ter about ministers, and how hard 
a life they lead. Now I remember 
another minister. His name was 
Roth. And I called him, in all 
friendship, “The Roth of God.” 

Rector-Stenographer 

He was, or is—if he is still liv- 
ing—a remarkable and holy man. 
I met him at a murder trial some- 
where in Pennsylvania. Was it 
Sunbury, or Sunrise, or Sunup? I 
am not sure. But the minister was 
there as a court stenographer. He 
made his living by taking down 
the testimony in criminal cases. 
(And sometimes, he told me, he 
had occasion to help the crim- 
inal.) 

I remember opening my win- 
dow one morning and looking out 
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on the beauty You had spread all 
over the area. “God!”, I said, 
“What a beautiful day.” I was as- 
tonished at myself, for I hadn’t 
said Your name aloud in years. I 
had even, at times, stoutly de- 
nied that You existed. And here, 
suddenly, aroused by beauty, I 
had prayed aloud. I mentioned 
this to Mr. Roth. And he said, 
“Indeed it was a prayer.” So we 
became friends. 

Sometime after I went back to 
New York, he wrote and asked if 
I could come down and talk to 
his class in literature. H had a 
lot of bright boys and girls, he 
said, who wanted to learn all they 
could about journalism. I had 
lectured. I had once fled to Mexi- 
co to avoid being made a professor 
in the Medill School of Journal- 
ism. I was not a teacher of any 
sort. But, for some reason that 
now escapes me, I said I would 
come. I named a date. But then 
the Lindberg baby was kidnapped, 
and I was busy for many weeks. 

Finally, on that Sunday I write 
about, I went to Reading, and 
found a suite awaiting me in the 
principal hotel. The minister was 
there. We talked about the Lind- 
berg baby until he said it was time 
for me to make my talk. 


A Long Black Robe 


It was a sleepy, sunny, quiet 
Sunday morning; but it never oc- 
curred to me that I was going to 
a church. I hadn’t. been in a 
church, any church, in nearly 
twerity years. But that is where 
we went. We entered a side door, 
so I was not alarmed. I expected 
the class was meeting in some 
part of the edifice, probably the 
basement. 

We stepped into a room where 
a mumber of men were donning 
academic robes, Mr. Roth .asked 
if I minded putting one on. I 
didn’t mind. Not too much. I 
thought though, that I would 
look ridiculous, standing before 
a class of boys and girls like a 
full-blown professor. I had seen 
professors in this sort of rig. It 
never occurred to me that it also 
had a religious significance. 

Mr. Roth helped me with the 
gown, as it was.a bit too tight 
around the chest. Then he got into 
his own robes, and we started out 
a door I had not noticed until 
then. 

To my horror, God—and prob- 
ably to Your divine sense of hu- 
mor— I found myself walking 
down the center aisle of the Dutch 
Reformed Lutheran Church, keep- 
ing step with the minister. To my 
added horror I saw that the 
church was packed, and that every 
man and woman in the place had 
on their best Sunday clothes. I 
didn’t see any budding journal- 
ists, any children. I saw a sort of 
altar in front of me, with two 
chairs on it, and a pulpit or lect- 
ern. And I knew that I was going 
to be called upon to speak, not to 
children, but to several hundred 
adult Reformed Lutherans! 

Me, Of All People! 

For my sins, I said to myself! 
For my many sins! I marvelled 
that, of all the speakers Mr. 
Roth might have brought to his 
church, he had selected the very 
worst! I wasn’t even an amateur 
speaker. I wasn’t even a Christian! 

Mr. Roth signalled me to a 
seat, facing the congregation. 
Then, after a short prayer, he in- 
troduced me. He spent a long time 
talking about me. All the time I 
felt lower, and lower, and lower. 
I wondered what I was going to 
say, what I was going to do. I 
knew only what I was not going 
to do. That was to get up, tear 
off that fearfully tight gown, rush 
out of the church, and hop the 
first choo-choo to New York. I 
wanted to run; but I was too 
cowardly, and too weak. Also I 
felt, I had this coming to me! 

Once, when I was in my early 
teens, I had dreamed of myself 
standing in a pulpit, the pastor of 
a church, or perhaps a missionary, 
talking about You and Your 
Mother to a Catholic congregat- 
ion! 

Now, having abandoned You 
and Yours altogether, and having 
quit all churches, I was to stand 
up in this strange pulpit, rest my 
paws on the Bible, and talk to 


(Continued on Page-Pour) 
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LITURGY FOR THE HOME 


By Mary K. Rowland 











Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Oregon—A terrific idea came to us 
from our friends in the Christian 
Family Movement. During the 
Christmas Holidays we were visit- 
ing with different families, and 
telling what we had done for Ad- 
vent and Christmas—like having 
no Christmas carols sung ’til Mid- 
night Mass( we had on hand a rec- 
ord of Advent hymns, and a book 
with Advent songs also, a positive 
substitute) and our Jesse Tree in 
the front hall which caused much 
comment. Our idea spread to sev- 
eral schools and families. Our 
wonderful mailman coming in 
each day to find out what new 
symbol we had added. 


Our Own Ideas 


By the stairs going to the sec- 
ond floor we had printed the ‘‘O” 
antiphons. We added one each 
day ’til Christmas came. 

People were fascinated with 
these suggestions, which they 
could use so easily in their own 
homes. 

When we went on to explain 
about the “Love of St. John”, and 
the New Year’s Eve party at Port- 
land University, with the Holy 
Hour at midnight, sponsored by 
the YCS and YCW, the idea began 
to jell. 

It took our Epiphany party to 
cinch the deal, though. Each per- 
son attending this party brought 
something of beauty—a poem, a 
flower, a painting, a song. These 
were presented at different times, 
setting off lively discussions. After 


jreading the gospel, and talking’ 


about the real significance of' the 
feast, our three kings (the lucky 
ones who found beans in their 
pieces of cake) presented symbolic 
gifts at the crib. (Copper pennies 
shined to be gold, and medicine 
for the myrhh and incense.) 

Our Chaplain was here, and 
blessed the chalk and our home. 

After seeing some of these cus- 
toms the CFM asked us to-include 
in our monthly bulletin for the 
Apostolic groups in town a brief 
description of the customs for 
Lent and Easter. 

We decided to have an “open 
house’’, so they could come and 
see these things for themselves . . 
How to decorate the mantelpiece 
for the various seasons. How to 
set up a home altar. Recipes for 
Easter dishes. 

Busy parents don’t haye much 
time to go through the various 
books and find what is suitable for 
their home—Yet they are most 
eager to make the Liturgy bright- 
en their lives and those of their 
children. Thse customs help so 
much to keep them in tune with 
the Church’s life and spirit. 


Open House Idea 


So, on Quinquagesima Sunday 
we had our first Open House with 
lenten customs. We set up a “tree 
of life’, made of two branches, 
for the cross, and intertwined with 
ivy as th symbol of victory. Under- 
neath were the words of St. Paul 
“Now is the acceptable time 
Now is the day of salvation”— 
There was a pile of last year’s 
palms ready to be burned so that 
the ashes might be sprinkled on 
the garden, with an explanation 
of sacramentals for children. 

We ei Be Big some simple 
Lenten meals—to give the cooks 
a few ideas—and the Lenten meal 
prayers; also a couple of very 
simple Lenten hymns. There were 
many other ideas like the table set 
for Holy Thursday’s Pascal meal— 
or the idea for Good Friday of eat- 
ing off a bare table. 

There were also suggested books 
—‘“something for the mind, some- 
thing for the heart, something for 
the soul”, to use well the time di- 
verted from TV and movies. The 
suggestion for Laetare 
Sunday a truly joyful one for some 
poor or neglected person or family 

y inviting them come to one’s 
home. 

All the research that went into 
this led to discussions on the 
meaning of Sunday; its tful 
place as a day of worship, rest, re- 
cteation, and Christian hospital- 
ity. We get thrilled anew at the 


— 





intense interest and yearning of 
many people for the things of God. 
Truly “all things work together 
unto good...” 

These are but the beginnings 
which lead to closer family ties, to 
good art and music in the homes; 
to healthy, constructive family 
projects and outings; and, most 


important, closer to Him Who is 
the heart and Center of all our 
lives. God! Love Himself! 
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ON LOVE UNKNOWN 


By Jose de Vinck 











One of the great Italian mystics, 
tortured by the thought that Love 
was not loved, is said to have run 
around town, shouting at the top 
of-his voice, so that all could hear: 
“Love, O- Love, O Love .un- 
known! ! !” The sight of a Friar 
with flying robes and flailing arms 
yelling in the streets about the 
love of God might not appeal to 
the delicate sensitivity of contem- 
porary spiritual sissies. But he 
sure had something worth yelling 
about, and of greater import than 
a stock-exchange or airplane 
crash. 

The dailies are full of present 
crashes, and of the _ fear of 
crashes to come, but there is a 
great need of many yelling friars 
to get the only important message 
over: That God is Love, THAT 
GOD IS LOVE! ! ! For were it 
only vaguely known, there would 
be less need of standards of mor- 
ality so crude and pragmatic as 
those of the Boy Scout and Social 
Helper, of the Be-Kind-To Ani- 
mals, and Help-The-Old-Lady- 
Across-The-Street variety. For 
the end of human life is not to be 
“socially adjusted” but to melt 
in the unimaginable furnace of 
God’s love. 

No wonder morality comes out 
in a mild and bleached form, 
even, alas, from the pulpit, when 
the main reason for it is hardly 
stressed: If it were not for the fact 
that GOD IS LOVE, there would 
be no foundation to morality. 
And if the fact that GOD IS LOVE 


were properly made known by|P¢ 


those whose task it is to make it 
known, there would be much less 
need to teach morality: for to 
anyone fired with the spirit of 
love, the immoral appears as the 
monstrous. 

“Desiring to be a living act of 
perfect love, I offer myself as a 
whole burnt offering to Thy ten- 
der love, beseeching Thee to con- 
sume me continually, letting my 
soul overflow with the floods of 
infinite tenderness that are found 
in Thee, so that I may become a 
martyr of Thy love, O my God! 

“Tet this martyrdom make me 
ready to appear befor Thee, and 
at last cause me to expire; let my 
soul cast itself without delay in 





The Role of the Priest 
in the Lay Apostolate 


By Catherine Doherty 











A man among man. A bridge 
between God and man. A teacher. 
A minister of God . . . All this 
the priest is, as wellasa Father. . 
And all these phases... facets. . 
of a priest I have tried to discuss | 
in this series of articles, dealing 
with the role of the priest in the 
lay apostolate. There is one more 
thing that the priest has to be. He 
has to be A VICTIM, even as His| 
Master was. 

Again I hesitate—to speak of| 
such deep and intangible things. | 
For who am I, that I should even 
dare to think about them, let 
alone write about them? And yet 
... twenty-nine years in the Lay 
Apostolate—have slowly, painful- 
ly, taught me a glimpse of things 
I didn’t even suspect were there 
to know. 


For God Alone 


It took me a little while, per- 
haps to understand that any Su- 
perior, even of a humble Lay A 
ostolate, Secular Institute style . . 
anyone in fact called to govern, to 
train, to form or to teach, must 
LOVE MUCH. FOR TO GOVERN 
IS TO LOVE. 

But how is one to love this 
way, this deep profound way—in 
which self must die so utterly 
that it be filled with God alone? 

Where is the human being who 
can love the way any Superior 
must love? To love that way, one 
must be perfect—and no man or 
woman is perfect on this earth. 
‘God -alone ‘is perfect. 

Then it follows that the only 

way to love in this manner is to 
allow God to love through one! 
To allow God to love, one must 
realize one’s utter poverty, and 
one must decrease utterly—empty 
oneself, of everything but it. And 
then the compassionate Christ 
will come and make that poverty 
rich ... He wil love with His love. 
He will shine, so as to be seen and 
elt by all “the subjects” whom 
he Superior has been chosen to 
vovern ... And all will know that 
LOVE IS GOD, and see His Face 
in their Superior. 


A Greater Love 


Now, if this is demanded of Su- 
periors who are not priests, how 
much more is asked of the priest 
who has been appointed ‘‘custo- 
dian of the soul” of the Lay Ap- 
ostles? 

He has to direct, shape, form, 
bring souls to sanctity. Which 
simply means that He must make 
of them passionate lovers of 
Christ. How can he do that, unless 
He empties of self each and every 
humble lay apostle under His 
care, in that important domain 
that is his alone, the souls? Where 
he only, the priest of God, can 
enter, beside the Lord Himself. 

An awesome task. The most im- 
portant task that a priest has to 
rform, always through his 
priestly life. Especially when he 
is entrusted with those apostles 
of the Market Place, growing so 
rapidly in numbers in our day 
and age, to whom the Church 
hands over the nursing of those 
wounds of the Mystical Body of 
Christ that its priests and its nuns 
cannot even reach. 


The Pure of Heart’ 


How is he going to teach them 
to die to self? How is he going to 
teach them to offer themselvs, 

and offer they must eventually 
as VICTIM SOULS OF REPAR- 
ATION, OF LOVE, OF ATONE- 
MENT, FOR THE SINS OF 
MANKIND, WHICH NIGHT AND 
DAY THEY TOUCH? 

For one must indeed be pure of 








the everlasting arms of Thy;heart, and love much, to enter the 


merciful love. With every beat of 
my heart I desire, O my dearly 
Beloved, to renew this offering an 
infinite number of times, until 
that day when the shadow shall 
vanish, and I shall be able to retell 
my love in an eternal face-to-face 
with Thee!” 

(St. Therese of the Child Jesus: 





Act of Consecration to Divine 
Love) 


mire of sin in the Market Places 
of these days . . Enter in and live 
there, day in and day out, as long 
as life is. 

Only if those apostles love as 
Christ loves can they do this. The 
priest must teach them how to 
love that way .. how to offer 
themselves as holocausts . . 
hostages of that love... 

Here the dialogue between the 
priest and the laity must be car- 





At least partially so, for lesssons 
like these ar not learned via the 
speech of man. They are learned 
in the immense silence of God . . 
and that means that the priest 
must himself first empty himself, 
so he may be filled to overflowing 
with the Lord. He must allow Him 
—freely and easily—to enter in 
His Person—the person of the 
priest—“the garden enclosed of 
the lay apostles soul.” 


Bread and Wine 


To do that, he who daily lifts 
bread and wine, and almost touch- 


les the miracle of transubstantiat- 


ion, must become bread and wine 
for His humble charges. A holo- 
caust of love an ALTER 
CHRISTUS. 

Day in and day out .. the silent 
dialogue of example, the silent 
dialogue of caritas, must goon.. 
teaching without words . . teach- 
ing by being . . teaching all the 
doubting Thomas’ in the apostol- 
ate by showing the priestly 
wounds of love! And he will have 
these wounds. He must have 
them . . because he will crucify 
himself, in the abandonment of 
Passionate Love with His Mas- 
ter. 

Unplumbed depths open them- 
selves before my eyes, as I barely 


P-!touch the depth of annihilation, 


of death to self, of emptying one- 
slf, that faces the priests who has 
been given charge of a Lay Ap- 
ostolic group whose vocation it is 
to bear the heat of the day and 
the long dark night of the soul 
as he serves and loves his fellow 
men in our noisy Market Places. 


WAS EXALTED 
ASA 
YPRESTREE 
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TO THE LIGHT THAT 
IS ALMOST OUT 


(A MEDITATION) 
By J. G. S. 











On seeing a nominal Catholic 
eat peanut butter crackers in the 
plant’s smoking room at “break” 
time, on a day of fast.) 

“We are the body of Christ”, is 
what St. Paul tells the inquisitive 
Corinthian church members. “If 
one of the members suffer, all 
suffer”. 

The sufferings of the members 
will differ. In one, it may be a 
physical pain; in another, a worry, 
a depression a heart-ache. 

When the ache is felt, it is easy 
to unite it with the sufferings of 
Christ—give great honor to the 
Father and solace to the Lord, and 
gain merit for ourselves and 
others. 

But there is a hurt which it is 
not easy to know, much less offer 
up to God. That hurt is buried 
in one’s own will and is not recog- 
nized. It is the pain of digressing 
from God’s plan for us. Our own 
inventions cause us to approach 
the brink of disaster, and keep 
our faces turned away from the 
Light. 

Th adjacent members become 
uneasy and frightened, and pet- 
ition God for help and grace to 
turn the errant back. The motive 
is love and union with the 
thoughts in the heart of Christ. 
Just as Jesus seemed to have 
slept in the storm at sea, and the 
weak faith of the novice a es 
was all that resisted the might of 
the elements, so do the aware 
members of the Body of Christ 

it their prayers against the at- 
raction of the pit of doom, as 
it draws the sleepy member away. 

The power of faith has to win 
out in spite of the numbers that 
will perish. Cardinal Newman ex- 
— the lonely position of 
hese darkening souls in his 
“Lead Kindly Light”, as “the 


-|night is dark and I am far from 


home—lead Thou me on”. May 
there be a turning back, a conver- 
sion, to the gleam that shows the 





ried. out.in silence, as it were... 


right direction. 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! The Lord 
Is Risen. Verily He is Risen! Thus across the world 
re-echoes the joyful cry of believing hearts on the 
day of our Lord’s resurrection from the dead. 

But to how many, today, has Easter any mean- 
ing? How many know that because God loved us 
first—and loved us so well He sent His only Son to 
redeem us—to bring us back to Him and to the Para- 
dise that we had lost to Adam? 

How many have eyes to see LOVE INCARNATE? 
How many have ears to hear the Love-song of God, 
that began with the cry of a Child, and ended with 
the cry of a dying Man on a Cross? 


Alas, only too few. Why? Could it be because 
men have become blind and deaf? Because those who 
profess to believe—to follow—the Resurrected Lord— 
have done so half-heartedly, with little mincing steps 
and many pauses, have muted the Love-song of God, 
and have drawn a veil over the radiant face of the 
risen Christ? 

To see His face one must walk every step of 
His earthly way with Him, sharing the Poverty of 
Bethlehem the silent hard working days of Nazareth, 
the arduous years of His public life, and finally the 
tragic days of His Passion. Only then will He become 
visible in the hearts of those who profess to love Him 
and follow Him. 

Only then will men hear His love-song. Only 
then will men know Him for the Lover He is. 


Another Easter has come to our earth. Torn by 
fears, by wars, by rising hatreds, and by endless 
pains, who among us will cry out: “RABONNI, RA- 
BONNI”, as did Mary Magdalene. 


Who among us will run swiftly towards the 


Master, as did Peter and John, Who among us will 
sing our ALLELUIAS in a voice loud enough to wake 
men’s hearts all around us? 


Unless we do . . .narrower and narrower will 
be the circle of those who will celebrate Easter with a 
joyful heart! Darker and darker will become the 
world. Hatreds will grow so strong they will spill over 
and like the dark sea, encompass and claim us for 
their own. 


Oh Risen Christ, do not allow this to happen 
to us! Touch our eyes with your wounded hands. 
Speak to our hearts so filled with the noise of the 
world. Let us see your glorious Face, and passionately 
desire to make it known to all our brothers across 


the face of this earth! .. 


let us catch its song .. . and sing it for all to hear. . 


Let us love God back madly, this glorious Easter 
season of nineteen-fifty-nine. 
Alleluia! There is so little time. 


. And hearing your voice 


Alleluia! Alleluia! 














‘Our Mother Mary 


By Peggy Clarke 











“There was a multitude sitting 
round him when they told him, 
Behold, thy mother and thy 
brethren are without, looking for 

thee. And he answered them, Who 
is a mother, who are brethren to 
me.” Mk 3, 32. 
Non-Catholics have made a great 
deal, on the negative side, out of 
Christ’s relations with his Mo- 
ther. Always, they say, He speaks 
_.to her, when He speaks at all ei- 
- ther to depreciate or upbraid her. 
_Af only they knew He was teach- 
ing her always the sublime lessons 
_ which were to fit her as Mother 
‘of the Mystical Body! 
« If only they saw the great love 
in His heart towards this most 
. perfect of pupils, who, through the 
- , Suffering of her human _ heart 
learned the lesson of the seven 
,,.words which made her heart wide 
. enough to contain the world. 
-. In the above instance Christ is 
teaching her the lesson many of 
Ms have to teach our parents and 
@elations namely that when we 
become re ag members of 
_the Mystical Body, our first al- 
‘degiance is to Christ. Mother, 
. father, family, friends follow. This 
is a:hard lesson, but Our Lady 


« had to learn it. This is one of the|} 


“very, very few times Christ was 
‘told of a supposed need, and just 


sat, apparently unheeding the 


wy 


implied request. 


I can imagine a slight question- 
ing in the eye of His Mother 
when He arrived home that night. 
But her questionings were rarely 
uttered, for she listened always to 
the voice of her Son, or that of 
the Holy Spirit, Whose time for 
explaining was also her time. 

Let us beg of Christ the grace 
always to put His interests first, 
above those of husband or wife or 
parents or relatives and let us ask 
the grace of the Mother of Jesus 
who learned by hard degrees, that 
Jesus was not so much Son as 
Saviour. Now all generations call 
her Blessed, for she learned the 
lesson well and on a dark after- 
noon, in the pact which robbed her 
of Christ, and gave us to her in- 
stead. O Felix Culpa. O Dulcis Vir- 
go Maria! 
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FOR THE CATHOLIC 
WEDDING 


Announcements and invitat- 
~ ions that emphasize the 
Sacramental character 
of Holy Matrimony 





Write for our free samples 
ST. LEO SHOP, 
118 Washington St., 2 
Newport, R.I. 
(A non-profit corporation for 











the liturgical apostolate) 





EDDIE'S OF 1959 


By Eddie Doherty 











One of the quietest places in 
all Combermere, one of the most 
secluded, and one of the most 
beautiful, is the log house on the 
island just across the bridge from 
Madonna House. This is St. Cath- 
arine’s, the office and home of 
the director general of the apos- 
tolate,.the “isba” in which a num- 
ber of priests were once quarter- 
ed.. 

Walk out of Madonna House, 
turn to the left, walk across a 
home-made plank and log bridge, 
and don’t mind if the structure 
Sways a little. If you fall, the 
water isn’t deep; and there’s only 
soft mud beneath the water. You 
will never sink more than three 
feet into that muck. This is but a 
shallow stream flowing into the 
big Madawaska. 


Patmos or Catmos? 


St. Catherine’s is situated on 
what we call “the isle of Patmos.” 
The house smells of creosoted 
beams. And the woods smell of 
pine and cedar. Tall _ slim red 
pines crowd around the cabin, 
}and nowhere will you see birch 
| trees more opulent, or with such 
|lovely shades of white and pink 
and saffron. Orioles and red-wing- 
ed black birds like the place. Oc- 
casionally a pair of red-headed 
wood peckers come to visit, or 
perhaps a flight of © silly crows. 
But the blue jays, who stay here 
most of the year, regard all other 
birds as trespassers, and let them 
know it. 

There is a shrine to St. Anne 
here. Her statue, and that of Our 
Lady, her daughter, stand up- 
right against the top half of an 
old row boat. (When a boat is 
beyond repair we cut it in two, 
and convert the top end, the bow, 
into a shelter for a statue.) Flow- 
ers grow around the feet of Mary 
and her mother; and pine cones 
and white stones and bright red 
berries somehow gather there. 

My wife, Catherine, lives and 
works here. Shirley DeWitt, her 
secretary, spends most of her 
waking hours here. And Snowball, 
a beautiful white cat, owns house 
and woods and _e everything 
around. Yes, the place’ has cat- 
mosphere. : 

Katie Throws Crumbs 

Cathérine loves to watch the 
squirrels and the birds. The blua, 
jays especially fascinate and 
amuse her. There are _ bullies 
among them, and cowards, and 
peace makers, and diplomats, and 
sly thieves, and busy nestwives. 
They chatter all day. .They quar- 
rel. They chase one another. They 
swarm down, a blue benediction, 
to the feast of crumbs Catherine 
provides for them. They eat and 
fly away. And some come back for 
a second helping. 

If you hear someone knocking 
on the door and you don’t see any- 
body there, you. didn’t hear -any- 
body knocking on the door. What 
you heard was a blue jay knock- 
ing his hard bill against the steps 
outside the door, picking up stray 
crumbs. But he did sound like a 
bill collector, didn’t he? 

“TI love. the blue jays’, Cather- 
ine says, ‘“‘and I love the squirrels. 
There is one squirrel I love about 
all others. A little fellow. But so 
intelligent you wouldn’t believe it. 
One day this bright little animal 
found the biggest piece of bread 
he had ever seen. It was so big he 
had a hard time getting it to the 
base of the pine tree in which he 
lived. Then he started up with it. 

A Squirrel’s Victory 

“But he found it was impossible. 
The bread was so huge it covered 
his eyes, and so heavy he couldn’t 
shove it upward ahead of him. He 
came down and again and rested. 
He tried it several times more. No 
use. He went around the tree, 
scolding it, scolding the bread, 
scolding everybody and every- 
thing around him. But he was 
determind to get that piéce of 
bread up to the top of the pine. 
And finally he found the way. 

“He tok a firm grip on it with 
his teeth. Then he went up the 
pine backward, bushy tail first, 
the heavy piece of bread last. He 
went up slowly. But he went all 
the way up.” 

We haven’t seen the squirrels 
all winter. And this has not been 
one of those snow-starved sea- 
sons. Oh, there wasn’t more than 
four feet of snow anywhere on the 
island, except maybe in the drifts, 
but that was enough to keep the 
squirrels in hiding. It had no ef- 
fect on the blue jays, however. 
They were even more beautiful 
against the dazzling white than 
they were against the dark green 

















Catherine went away in Janu- 
ary, and Shirley stayed in the 
cabin, and fed the birds, and took 
care of Snowball. And the boys 
took care of the snow. We had a 
lad from Texas here once who 
wondered how we would ever get 
rid of the snow. Someone told him 
it would melt and vanish in the 
Spring “You mean”, he said, “in 
one Spring?” 

“You have no doubt heard how 
the birds fed the prophet Elijah”, 
Shirley said. ‘““But you should see 
how those blue jays fed our Snow- 
ball, snow or no snow.” 


Catch as Cat Can 


Shirley saw the cat gliding 
nonchalantly along the hard 
shining crest of a snow bank one 
morning. Crumbs of bread had 
been scattered near a tree trunk, 
and blue jays were there. She 
didn’t seem to pay the slightest 
attention to them, didn’t pretend 
to see them. She went softly, cir- 
cumspectly, innocently — just a 
simple cat going about her busi- 
ness. What the birds didn’t know 
was that her business was birds. 
Some birds flew out of her way. 
She ignored them. She _ settled 
herself, yawned, stretched, shut 
her eyes—and then suddenly op- 
ened them and leaped. 

A fat, blue jay, the biggest glut- 
ton of the mall, the one who was 
always first at the feast and the 
last to leave, was the one that 
lazy, langurous, bird-blind cat 
seized and devoured. One moment 
he was- the boss of his little 
gang. The next he was only a 
bright red spot in the snow and 
a lot of bright blue feathers. 

I keep thinking of these incid- 
ents. We are all blue jays, in a 
manner of speaking. And each has 
a white cat waiting for him, a 
white cat on the white snow. We 
do not see him. But he will pounce 
someday. Call him Accident. Or 
Cancer. Or Heart Attack. Or Old 
Age. We cannot escape him. 

Nobody Escapes 

So what? Are we afraid? Not if 
we eat, every day, the daily Bread 
God offers us for the taking. Here 
in Madonna House we go to Mass 
every morning. We sing to God, or 
pray to Him in other ways. We 
say with the priest, “Our Father 
Who art in heavn... give us this 
day our daily bread.” Within a 
few minutes we are kneeling in a 
row; and our prayer is answered. 
But the bread has become the 
Body and Blood, the Soul and 
Divinity, of Jesus Christ. 

What do we care now, if the 
white cat named Death leaps and 
mangles us? After all, we are not 
blue jays. And there will be more 
to us than a wet stain and a few 
poor feathers. We will be saints 
shining in glory. We will be the 
children of God, His intimates. 
And we will enjoy His love forever. 
For we are souls as well as bodies. 

And the squirrel with the big 
piece of bread—doesn’t he make 
you think of the average Christ- 
ian who tries to: understand God, 
or the love of God? 

Who that lives can know God? 
Who can bear the thought of 
God, the might of God, the awful- 
ness of God, the consuming fire 
of God that seeks to swallow us? 


Be A Smart Squirrel 


The squirrel didn’t understand 
bread. You could not explain to 
him that it once was _ wheat, 
ground into flour, with yeast and 
water added to it, and maybe a 
handful of raisins and a pinch of 
salt—or a nice old boiled potato. 
He knew only that it was some- 
thing good, something nourishing, 
something to have and to hold, to 
carry away and cling to so long 
as he could. He knew it was a gift, 
and he appreciated it. 

Some squirrels might have let 
themselves be thwarted by the 
fact that the bread was too heavy 
to push up the tree trunk. They 
would have gone away, gibbering 
with idiotic wrath. Just as some 
people do about sanctity. It would 
be nice to be a saint, of course. 
They may agree to that. But it’s 
too big a job for everybody. It is 
“not for them”. They could never 
“get away with that.” 

The squirrel didn’t trust his 
own strength to carry the prize to 
his nest. He trusted blindly to his 
tree-climbing nature, to his God- 
given instincts. 

We don’t have to understand 


thought that we can never, of 
ourselves, become saints. All we 


er and trust in God. 

If we realize that only one 
thing in life is essential for us, 
to be saints; and if we realize, 
further, that if we do not become 
saints we will most assuredly go 
to hell; then we will find the way 
to accept’ the graces so lavishly 
scattered for us. And, -trusting 
not in ourselves but only in God, 
we will be able to bring the prize 





of the pine needles or the pale 
white glory of the birches, __ 





home, to have and to enjoy for- 


. €ver. 2 





the infinity of God, nor fear the} 


have to do is to use our will pow- 





JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 








Easter is the beloved feast of all 
Russia. At least it was when 
Russia was Russia, before she be- 
came USSR. But I think that the 
Russians in USSR, must still love 
Easter above all feasts, for they 
still throng the few Churches that 
are open, and spill on the streets 
and squares around about them, 
on that holiest of all days. 

Mother spoke much of the Res- 
urrection. In our house, Lent in- 
deed was a time of preparation 
for that day of joy, that day of 
light .. . that day of grace. 

God Still With Us 

Mother used to say that though 
the Lord arose from the dead and 
ascended into heaven, neverthe- 
less, He never left us . . the love of 
God for the soul of man was so 
imense that He could not bear 
leaving His beloved. So He re- 
mained with her, to feed her with 
the sweet Bread of the Eucharist, 
and with its heady wine. He re- 
mained watchful and loving in the 
Blessed Sacrament, keeping His 
rendezvous with the soul of man, 
even if she forgot to come. 

Then Mother went on to say 
that He looked on us out of our 
neighbor’s eyes, and that we could 
behold His face always in all hu- 
man faces around about us, hear 
His voice speaking every human 
tongue, and know that He left the 
imprint of His feet in all the im- 
print a man makes as he walks. 

It used to make me so happy 
when I was little. I kept scanning 
people’s faces and studying foot- 
prints, and wondering how a 
baby’s footprint could be Christ’s, 
until I remembered that He went 
through all the ages of man. To- 
day, after many years, which have 
touched me lightly as they passed, 
I still find much. consolation, 
much joy, and much food for méd 
itation in the words of my mother. 


My heart and I 

Are breathless 

Tonight, 

Breathless with 
Stardust . 
That blinds our 

Eyes 

And makes 

Us lose a 
All sense 

Of Time 

And space, 

And throws 

Us specks of 

Dust 

Into Infinity. 


My heart and I 
Are breathless 
Tonight 

With holy 

Joy, 

That makes 
Stars 

Out of stardust 
For us to climb 
Infinity 

And span time. 


My heart and I 

Are breathless 
Tonight . . 

For we are dancing, 
Dancing 

To the music 

Of Love tonight 


It came to us 
In a baby’s 


Cry, 

A woman’s eyes, 
A man’s sob, 

A priest’s word, 
And the song 
Of youth . 


My heart and I 
Are breathless 


Tonight, 

With stardust 

In our eyes, 

With Holy Joy 

And Love Divine. 

‘My heart and I 

Are still 

Tonight, 

In a strange 

Breathless 

Way... 

It seems 

As if 

My heart 

‘And I 

Are all aflame 
~ Tonight. . 
With love .. 


A love 
That started 
Like 
A spark 
’ And now 
Is an 
All-consuming flame, 
_ That is 
Immense, 
Intense, 
And growing, 
Growing still, 
In_ height, a ae 4 
In depth, 
In width.  - 











Heart 

That stands 
So still, 

Will you 

And I 

Burn so much 
That we become 
Consumed ... 
Absorbed ... 
In Him 

Who came 
Back from 
The Dead? 
ALLELUIA! 


PAX Tl 


~ 





AVENUES OF MEMORY 


By Laura Meyers 











The way is long and dark 

Stabbed by fingers of some dead 
year’s sun 

Around whose timid, musty ray 

tightens smoke of acid burning 
leaves. 

Mock incense to an end that 
seems not. 


There was a time—a time which 
runs forth 

On glad avenues of memory 

Another time 

When the warm haze of yesterdays 

beat about a dreaming head. 

Another time burst happy 
from its closet treasured 
recess of young memory. 

Therg was sun 

And there were bright things. 

Eyes unfocused 

Roamed over riot paterns. 

Never weary. 

Wind reached slyly; into stubborn 
hair 


‘Twsted playful stresds~around 


soft fingers. 

The air scattered a thousand 
smells 

And deep down running things 

Made noises in a pixie’s ear— 

A kingly tree inclined 

and whispered silly things 

And a dreamer dreamed. 

A day—a year. 

A year—a, day. 

One color splashed upon anotber 

And a violent rainbow shot 
upward. 

And quarreled with Apollo. 


Tender things too. 

A dreamer watched. 

ventured forth a timid hand. 
a trembling touch 
a wavering step. 

The bright things laughed glee- 
fully 
and danced beyond a yearning 
finger. ; 


From the water a million little 
fairy lights blinked messages 

A soft palm stole shoreward 

. to explore waiting feet 

A Kaleidiscope noislessly shifted 

Each bright bead fingered 

And laid in a dream. 


A merry chase—a joining 
A world 

A huge plaything 
Encircled greedily 


The imps danced wildly and 
shrilled into ready ear. 


Mad capering feet 


A little iron fist 
A heedless fist 
fell through the air 
And two tiny feet 
Tiny, cold feet 
Trod aimlessly on broken beads. 


A dreamer left—had he been— 


was he? 

Walked. 

Through a devoided way 

A muddy way. 

Cold rain fell—icy rain of 
an autumn day 

A promise of tomorrows. 


A forest cold, aloof 
A water yellow sun 


Then—there—a small laugh 
A beckoning light 

Running feet 

A scent of fear 

Remembering broken colors. 

A door closed on pain. 

The shore is dark 

Grey water sna white teeth 
at hanging broiling vapours 

Vapours that anger. 

Poor. 

Afraid 

Alone. 


Night, 

In whose mantle once cavorted 
spicy scents 

And temples beat with the 
mystery of it, 


Why does our cloak 
lim . nang 


Pp 
In a dark fog 
Aching with loneliness? 





ey 








ay 
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Winslow Calling U.S.A. 


By Catherine Maynard 











Casa de Nuestra Senora, Win- 
slow, Arizona—Building plans -at 
the Casa have changed consid- 
erably in the past eighteen 
months. Our Mandate reads that 
we shall work in the Parish of 
Madre de Dios with the pastor in 
the works that he wishes. Our 
original plans for a new larger 
Casa included space for all these 
clases, recreation and meeting 
rooms for adults and children, 
and a semi-private chapel, as a 
separate building, connected to 
the rest, and the center of ALL 
activity. : 

The parish is now planning to 
build a large parish center, with 
facilities for catechism classes, 
recreation and meeting rooms and 
also provisions for Mass. We no 
longer need that separate little 
chapel that we have talked of for 
so many months. The new Casa 
will include a small private chap- 
el for the use of the staff and 
guests, living quarters for female 
staff workers, kitchen, dining 
area, laundry, office space, a dis- 
pensary, and a large adult pub- 
lic library. A small separate 
building in the back will be a com- 
bination garage, male staff work- 
ers dormitory, and perhaps a 
storage space. 

Work Goes On 

As the work and personnel in- 
crease, additions may be made; 
but we are planning it with a 
hope that this will not be neces- 
sary for quite some time. Work 
should begin soon. Until then, life 
and work goes on in our three 
little rooms, which incidentally 
have grown to five rooms, simply 
by renting a two room house next 
door. This is-the local Director’s 
bedroom and office. The male 
staff workers have a miniature St. 
Goupil’s, near the church and 
about a mile from us. That is also 
a two-room house. 

Our staff has grown by one. . 
Ray Gene Neubig has been with 
us since early January. Ray Fec- 
teau, making a tour of all the 
Madonna Houses, stopped here 
first. We’re sorry his stay is such 
a short one. 

Religious indoctrination _ still 
seems to make up the biggest part 
of our work. The additional staff 


worker may.enable us to do a little | 


more family visiting. Boy Scout 
troops get much of Phil’s attent- 
ion, library books still circulate, 
mostly from the children’s li- 
brary, and people come frequently 
to the clothing room. 

Don’t Let Them Vanish 

We sometimes wonder what 
changes will take place with our 
move to the new Casa. The child- 
ren and all their activities will be 
at the parish center . . . perhaps 
even their library will be there. 
The Casa will become more a 
house for the staff and for adults. 
Of course, the dispensary will 
bring its share of little people with 
cuts and bruises. They have be- 
come a noisy, ncessary part of 
life here and we wouldn’t want 
them to vanish completely. 

We hope the changes will be 
small ones, and each for the 
greater Honor and Glory of God. 
Catechism classes will go on. The 
location, only will change. It will 
still be Our Lady’s house, with her 
Blue Door open to all. And, our 
building plans will bring Christ 
Himself to dwell sacramentally 
with us. We begin to see so clear- 
ly that what we do (our works) 
and where we do them (the build- 
ings we live and work in) are 
quite incidental. It only matters 
WHAT WE ARE AND WHY WE 
ARE. 

We are people striving to BE 
Christ, Pray with us, please, that 
we strive, even harder! We are 
people eager to restore this little 
portion of His vinyard to Him. 
Pray that we will be more eager 
We are people zealous for Our 
Father’s House. Pray that we will 


be eaten up with zeal. And we are| God 


here, because we love! Pray that 
we will LOVE and LOVE and 
LOVE, wherever we live, whatever 
we are doing? - 
Give Us This Day... 

Christmas, the joyful season for 
giving has ended—and it seems 
donations here have ended with 
it. I speak now of those little $1 


and $5 gifts that have made our) g' 


daily living possible for the past 
two years. Our staff has increas- 
ed, our living quarters have ex- 

anded and so has the cost of 
venting: lighting and food. We 
share our food with many... but 
soon we will be unable to do this. 
There are more beds to make, too, 
and it’s hard to make the sup- 
plies for three stretch to cover 
five—plus guests who come for a 
night or a week-end. 

House furnishings are being 
asked for, faster than we can ac- 
quire them. How about those fad- 
ed bedspreads and curtains you 
might be tempted to pack away? 
If you stick in a couple of pack- 


ages of dye, this will do wonders|for a through-way. Again I_ met 


to cheer up 
corner of our neighborhood. 


use? Quilt scraps! Flannelette! 


us with a couple of badly needed 
additional blankets. The ladies 
will eventually get a quilt each for 


generous with their time and their 
talent, and we have been able to 
distribute quite a few quilts. The 
need is endless. How about that 
old threadbare blanket, or that 
old, but still good - flannelette 
sheet? We can use it in our quilt 
making. Someone sent us some 
salesman’s material samples. 
What delightful quilts they make! 
To Care For The Sick! 

The need for a small dispensary 
becomes more and more obvious. 
How about a hot water bottle? An 
eye cup? A bedpan? We need all 
the things that are used in caring 
for the sick ‘at home’. 

Winslow is dusty... and much 
of our time is spent cleaning... 


es. Chore girls, sponges—and 
maybe even an old pail or two. 
Anyone want to throw in a 
broom and a mop? 








We have two male staff workers, | 
| who are constantly frustrated by | 
the lack of tools. How much can 
|be maintained with a small ham-| 
|mer, a very dull saw, anda screw | 
driver that looks like it belongs in| 
a lady’s handbag? A tool or two, 
or three, would make the boys’ 
lot a bit happier. Anyone want 
to add that joy to the men’s de- 
partment? Only-a man can know 
what should be contributed here, 


run wild. 

There seems to be no end: 
A bathroom scale! 
Stamps for our mail! 

A kettle, large, for tea. 
When the water’s hot, 
We need a pot, 

Or else, “no tea’, you see. 


Some clothespins, too, 

We'd like from you. 

And also a clothes basket. 
We'll find with these 

That life’s a breeze— 

A tisket and a tasket. 


Scissors, galore, 
and rugs for the floor— 


them. 
That’s all for today, 
But, just let me say: ; 
“GOD LOVE YOU AND BLESS 
YOU. AMEN.” 


Arizona. 





|Christ. . 
‘Him. . 


so, men, let your imaginations| gegicated lay apostles . 
not do anything but pray, and 
offer exaustion, tears shed and 
unshed. Thousand of miles of 
weary travel, and years of a life 
dedicated to Him . . . for vocat- 
ions so urgently 
where. 


some dreary little} many old friends, and was steeped 
in a thousand joyful and painful 
Want to know what else we can|memories of the past. Yet, wher- 
ever I went, I again touched men’s 
Packing pieces! Solid colored piec-) hunger for God, and saw once 
es too! Several wonderful ladies|more the desperate needs of the 
come to the Casa about once a|Church for priests, nuns, and lay 
week to quilt. This has provided | apostles. 


The Church Weeps 
Do you hear what I hear? The 


their efforts. But they are most|Church weeping in the night! It 


is a terrible sound. She weeps and 
will not be consoled. She knows 
that her Beloved died for souls. . 
and she beholds millions of souls 
who know Him not... and some 
who, knowing Him, have abandon- 
ed Him. And some who, having 
walked with Him, have not only 
betrayed Him, but have allowed 
their hearts to be filled with hate 
for Him, and have sworn to erase 
His Name. 

Who can stand the sound of the 
Church weeping in the night? 
Weeping as she listens forever and 
ever to the heart rending cry of 
Christ “SITIO. I thirst for souls.” 

I, for one, am crushed by this 
sound of weeping .. . It tears my 
heart into shreds . . it makes me 


ld gern is gehen Rega want to cry unshamedly, even in 


the day, on every platform, on 
every street, in every market place 
It makes me want to go up and 
down our immense Continent. . 
and beg those who still know 
. those who still love 
to come and serve Him 
.. everywhere. Nothing is alien to 
the lay apostolate but sin—and 
everyone can assuage His pain and 


wipe away at least some of the 


tears of His Church by becoming 


an apostle just where he is. 


In North Carolina 


As to priests, nuns and totally 
.. I can- 


needed every- 


North Carolina . . Raleigh. A 


mission diocese. A Bishop with a 
vision of the pain of Christ. ... 
and the needs of the Church. 
Priests dedicated and zealous... 
but oh so few! Nuns letting them- 
selves be eaten - for Christ’s 
sake, 

multiplying themselves at a thous- 
and tasks. A Carmel Monastery 


and almost miraculously 


of Discalced Carmelites . 


If too many come, we’ll share doing penance, and praying for 


the Diocese and the world ...ina 


wilderness of their own. A book 


could be written about this diocese 


and its needs. . . Yes it could... 


but who is there to write such a 


Write or send to Cast Nue- A 
: book? Who can enter the Pain of 
stra, Senora, Box 334, Winslow, Christ fully? 


Forty-eight hours on trains, 


from Raleigh to Amarillo Texas! 





GOD HAVE 
MERCY ON US 


By Catherine Doherty 


Changing landscapes. Yet all the 
same. Nice white houses, farms. . 
and then shacks .. . with broken 
down fences. I remember one es- 
pecially .. A twisted tree standing 
grotesque against a dull grey sky 
... underneath its naked branch- 
es, a shack, jerry-built . . leaning 








to one side ...a crazy-quiited 





roof made out of painted and 


one everywhere in the Apostolate. 
I can’t. This is strange, for word 


Aboard a train rushing through| unpainted tin-pieces. A broken 
the Southern States—I try to sit| window pane, stuffed with a pale 
down and write an article for Res-| blue washed out rag . . . an open 
toration . . . a newsletter to every-|door, and against its jamb a tall 
thin young Negro woman... 


standing looking at our train pas- 


and I have been friends for a long, | Sing by. 


long time . . . But once again the 
Pain of Christ blurs my vision 


At her feet, in the dust, two 


little negro children stared. Their 


and leaves me weak and utterly | hands were filled with sand, which 


bereft of words. . 

I am travelling for the Apostol- 
ate. I went to Washington, D.C., 
to participate in a gathering of 
the Catholic Guild of Psychiatrists 


at which I was uested to|- 
eq And the pain of Christ in the 


speak—which I did. But in the 


slowly trickled through their 
fingers. 


Bless Minister King 


The pain of Christ in the Negro 
. . could be painted like that. . 


process of attending the meet- Whites of the South . . . could be 


ings, workshops and panels, I 


pain of Christ in our neurotic age. 
I saw its victims . 


book entitled “THE PASSION OF 
CHRIST IN THE NEUROTIC”. 


Old Friendship House 
Millions of men and women liv- 
ing in our age so divorced from 


sweat in their Gethsemani. 
where there is pain in men... 


members. . 

ington and in Virginia. It was 
_ to meet old and _ beloved 
friends, like Bob and Katie Rock, 


Fr. Scannel, 
others, who kee 


good to see Monsignor Furfey and 


Theirs were the happy serene 


on. 








painted too.. alist 

saw again ... oh so vividly .. the| For their pain is deep inside. . 

hidden, perhaps, even from their 

. and heard |inner eyes. They are upright good 

that one psychiatrist is writing a|people torn by their consciences, 

their historical past, their econ- 

omic present—but above all by 

fears and guilt, and a thousand 

other emotions, most of them do 
not know they possess. 


faces that gave one courage to go/ Apostles 


. Surrealistically. 


Seldom did my heart fill with 


- are sweating a bloody | <uch pity and compassion for the 

And Southern whites as it did on this 

there is the pain of Christ . . Et-| (mB. shev,,100 need toving and 

ernally His Passion can be seen Negro does. Caritas is a two-way 

by those who have eyes to se@—| street. It has to be. For love un- 

in His mystical Body and its) derstandeth all things . . forgiveth 
; all things. Reverend Luther Kin 

I gave many lectures in Wash-|inderstood that too. God bless 

him. 


. even. as the 


I spoke to a red-cap at some 


of Falls Church, Virginia: And|Station in Alabama. He was 


and many many|Y' 
yuaginy|still colored and white waiting 


p assuaging 

ist’ i he world. It was|rooms in Alabama’s stations... . 
ty al doo Act I asked him about desegregation. 
Betty Walsh of the Catholic Uni- He looked at me with such sorrow 
versity. It was wonderful ‘to have|in his eyes that I barely could 
dinner with the Little Sisters of| Stand it. He said quietly. “It will 
Jesus, who work at cleaning the|take more than a hundred years 
dorms, whose life is dedicated to|M’am . . to bring any 
manual work and contemplation.|change in this here State. 


oung, thin, stooped. There are 


I thought of the African 


4 





of their near LS age in winning 
It was good to, to visit the. old} converts penises e faces of white 
Friendship House for the last time.|men evi 
The house will soon be demolished /of Christ!> _- 





om 


ere blot out the face 


I thought of the bloody riots in 
Belgian Congo... where the 
Government gave the Negroes 
everything but the dignity of hu- 
man beings. I closed the curtain 
in my roomette, which the char- 
ity of a prelate has given me. I 
could not look any longer on the 


landscape. 
THE PAIN OF CHRIST HAD 
INVADED ME AND THE 


TEARS OF THE CHURCH HAD 
ENCOMPASSED ME.. MISER- 
ERE NOBIS! 








Catholic 
Information 











Edmonton, Alberta: Catholic 
Information Centres are now es- 
tablished in most big cities of the 
U.S. and Canada. What do they 
aim to do ,and what are the vari- 
ous techniques employed in this 
apostolate? ; 

The first thing is that the di- 
rector should be a priest. Laymen 
have been, and are, operating In- 
formation Centres themselves, 
and for anyone interested in the 
‘how’ and ‘what’ of lay operation, 
a card dropped to the organizat- 
ion known as Convert Makers of 
America, 1093 Boston, Pontiac, 
Mich., will 
data. But the Information Centre 
movement, if movement we can 
call it, is nothing without the 
guiding hand of the priest. 


LET IT STAND THIS YEAR Toor 
$0 THAT I MAY HAVE TIME TO 
OIG & PUT OUNG AROUND IT; 





The Pioneers 


The Paulist Fathers, specialists 
in the apostolate to non-Catholics, 
have been pioneers with Catholic 
Information Centres. They now 
have Centres in New York, Bos- 
ton, Baltimore, Toronto Chicago. 
Minneapolis and San Francisco. 
Recently the first American Na- 
tional Convention of Paulist In- 
formation Centre priests was held 
in Washington, D.C. It was an en- 


gain all the desired | 


of “Friends of the Information 
Centre” who, it is hoped, would 
take an active interest in pro- 
moting talks, lectures, film nights 
etc. and some of whom could act 
as a standing social and/or fin- 
ancial committee. 
Endless Needs 

To me the list sometimes seems 
endless. Window displays; sign- 
making; picture and information 
displays. (Press Month, Liturgy, 
etc. etc.) ; Photographs of the dis- 
plays, the work of the Centre; 
Brochures; Posters and leaflets 
(Inquiry Course). Sale of “pock- 
et” books, pamphlets, religius ar- 
ticles; and the selecting, order- 
ing, displaying and _ selling of 
same. (This is the source of in- 
come for our Information Centre) 
“pocket” books to the parishes, 
hospitals and drugstores; a Cath- 
olic Lending Library; Film Nights, 
Lectures; and of course the In- 
quiry Course, the pivot around 
which all Information Centre act- 
ivity should revolve. 

Bookkeeping is a time-consum- 
ing but necessary part of the 
work; Newsletters to growing 
mailing list; interior decoration, 
provision and upkeep of furnish- 
ings, racks, etc.; Information file 
of clippings; magazine subscript- 
ions; filing; Legion of Decency 
ratings; Research and news re- 
lease to secular press, and radio 
and TV re the Catholic position on 
|current affairs. 

How can you help Mary, Queen 
of the Universe Catholic Informa- 
|tion Centre, 10012 102 Ave., Ed- 
monton, Alta? 

Write, if you have any suggest- 
ions. We need Catholic magazines 
for clipping. Anybody like to send 
a subscription to a Catholic peri- 
odical for the reading rack? 

Our Sunday Visitor, The Cath- 
olic World; The Sign; Common- 
weal; The Canadian Register, 
Religious art pictures (as large as 
possible), films, slides and film 
strips are most welcome. 


Thank you, and God bless you. 

















By Mary K. Rowland 


| Housing and Unhousing | 





Oregon: “Housing is Portland’s 
number one problem”. This was 
true a year ago and it is still true 
—very much so! 

One way to help the situation 
is good legislation. Oregon is one 
of the few states with civil rights 
legislation. Unfortunately how- 
ever Our present laws concerning 
housing, while setting forth the 
principle of equal opportunities, 
are almost completely unenforce- 
able. This is due to their not ap- 
plying to the housing patterns and 
situations in Oregon. This at 
times, is sad and frustrating. -A 
Catholic couple recently went to 
15 or 20 places before they found 
one they could rent. The reason? 
The husband is a Negro. His wife 
S white. 


5,000 Households 
At present our local NAACP 





/and many other organizations are 


Supporting legislation which ap- 


thusiastic conference. Its fecund-|plies to our particular needs — 


ity was demonstrated in the top-|thus making the law practical 


ics suggested for future confer- and enforceable. With passage and 


ences. Here are a few: 

“The Apostolate to the Fallen 
Away”; “Hints for Beginners”; 
“Secular Influences on the Con- 
vert’s Attitude toward life’; ‘“The 
Psychology of Conversion”; ‘The 
Psychology of the Convert Mak- 
er”; “the Psychology of the Act 
of Faith;” “Famous Convert- 
Makers of the Past and Present”. 

Some of the needs expressed 
were for more annual conferences 
of the same kind; regional confer- 
ences; the place of theory, and 


-|the place of technique; the need 


to distinguish between Protest- 
ants and that large group of 
people today whose outlook is 
secular and non-religious. 


Our Own Centre 


Some of the papers delivered at 
this conference will be reprinted 
in “Techniques for Convert Mak- 
ers’, a monthly release of the 
Paulist Fathers. It costs $1.00 a 
year and may be had by writing 
to 180 Varick St., N.Y. 14, N.Y. 

What of our own Centre, at 
present staffed by one lay per- 
son? What of the tools, techniques 
etc.? For what they are worth, 
here are some of the thoughts 
that come to mind, Some have 
been put into effect; others are 
still dreams. In particular they 
apply to the Edmonton Catholic 
Information Centre, as they first 
occurred in relation to the local 
apostolate. Still others have 
little concern with the apostolate 
to non-Catholics, yet reflect needs 
that must be met. 

Since one person cannot do all 
the work, and because Catholics 
must be encouraged to share in 
the apostolate, an organized group 
such as a Sodality or a Legion of 
Mary unit is almost essential. Also 
Volunteer part-time workers can 
be obtained by making an appeal 
in the Catholic Press. A thir 
group would be the growing list 





enforcement comes an educat- 
ional process. Education is one 
of the big keys in discrimination 
and prejudice. When people know 
proper motivation it is easier for 
them to control and change their 
emotions. And emotions do play a 
large part in prejudice. There are 
the people being forced to move 
by the construction of highways. 
It is estimated that in Portland 
alone, in the next 11 years, 5,000 
households will be moved. (These 
are households—not individuals). 
About 160 of these households are 
in our immediate neighborhood— 
and the families were to be moved 
by April. 

Part of a new super highway 
system is to come right through 
our neighborhood, about 2 blocks 
from Stella Maris. Some home- 
owners have been contacted by 
appraisers, others have not. The 
latter do not know what offer 
they will receive for their homes. 
This makes it difficult for them 
to look for other homes. The sum 
rceived may be the “true market 
value”, but it would not allow re- 
placing their present home with 
something comparable. For older 
couples on Social Security, it is 
especially difficult. It is a terrific 
emotional problem, and break, as 
well as an economic one. 


Thousands Moving 


Because some of the owners 
have not yet received offers, rent- 
ers are uncertain as to when they 
must move. The landlords hate to 
see them go before it is necessary, 
for no one else will rent the empty 
apartment or house. But the ten- 
ants don’t want- to be caught 
sleeping. They move as soon as 
they can find another place. 

The renters have another prob- 
place they can afford. The major- 
ity are in a lower income bracket. 


d|Add to this the problem of dis- 





crimination, and itis easy to 


Stellar Maris House, Portland, | 


understand why some get dis- 
couraged and question our ‘‘dem- 
ocratic” way of life. 

The Highway Department ad- 
mits it hoped to clear the land 
|starting in April. They were not 
concerned with the people. They 
were interested only in the prop- 
‘erty. They paid the owners the 
| price agreed upon by the apprais- 
ers. If the owner didn’t like it, he 
|could ask for more—by taking it 
|to court. The renters received no 
jassistance of any kind, financial 
|or informational. The highway 
‘had no set-up for serving these 
/people. Ninety per cent. of the 
funds are Federal, so the state is 
regulated in its use of the money. 


Some Get Help 


In “Urban Renewal” areas, 
which are also Federal, there is 
financial help for people who have 
to move. And they have up to two 
years to find another place. How- 
ever the Urban renewal is under a 
different set of laws. The crux of 
the problem, it seems, is in the 
legal set-up of highway laws—but 
the problem of the moment is 
who is going to help the families 
forced to move? 

Perhaps we felt a_ little more 
committed to the problem because 
jas the families involved are our 
|neighbors. We were encouraged, 
|as the Neinghborhood Community 
Council took an interest. So did 

the Mayor’s Committee on Inter- 
group Relations.. After many 
| meetings and discussions, the City 
| Development Commission made a 
|Survey of the people in the area, 
what their financial situation was, 
where they wanted to move, and 
|what they could afford for rent- 
|ing or buying a house. One bright 
|spot is the FHA arrangement, for 
such locations where those moved 
don’t require a downpayment to 
buy a house. 

The Commission set up an infor- 
mational service. No financial help 
was tendered but there was much 
encouragement. The Mayor had a 
bill introduced into the State leg- 
islature, enabling the highway to 
use its funds to help people relo- 
cate. The matter was brought to 
the attention of our delegation in 
Washington, and the nation wide 
Mayors’ Association. 

National, Not Local 


This is happening all over the 
United States. Portland and its 
5,000 households are but a small 
segment of the massive highway 
devlopment. In the terms of hu- 
man lives being effected it is tre- 
mendous. 

Another aspect of housing, one 
small facet of another huge prob- 
lem, is “migrant housing”. Last 
sumer we helped with a survey of 
migrant camps. Some of the hous- 
ing was adequate, but some very 
definitely was not. Many problems 
are involved in this also—espec- 
ially the economics of small farm- 
ers. Yet to ask people to live under 
some of the conditions I saw, is 
certainly not recognizing the dig- 
nity due to a human being, made 
in God’s image! 

How true are the words of Pius 
XII—“It is an entire world which 
must be rebuilt from its founda- 
tions, transformed from savage to 
human, from human to divine; 
that is to say, according to the 
heart of God.” 














OUR OWN WHO'S WHO 





If you look closely at Mary Ann 
Gilmore’s initials, you will see im- 
mediately why we sometimes call 
her Mag, or Maggie. Miss Gilmore, 
now in charge of the clothing 
room at Madonna House, also 
teaches a class in Catechism, and 
does many other things during 
the average day. 

Miss Gilmore was born in Cleve- 
land, Ohio, not so many years ago; 
went through two Catholic par- 
ochial schools, Notre Dame Acad- 
emy, St. John’s College, and then 
John Carroll University. She 
brought quite a variety of busi- 
ness experiences to Madonna 
House, for she was the junior sec- 
retary of a charity hospital, a 
teacher, and a bookkeeper. 

Miss Gilmore is the daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. Patrick F. Gilmore, 
2244 Briarwood Rd., Cleveland 
Heights, Ohio. She became a 
Staff Worker on August . 15, 
1957. And, because of her many 
activities, she is one of the best 
known young women in this 
part of Caanda. 








RESTORATION 


April—1959 
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P Fun At 
The Dentist's 


By Sally Murphy 














(This was written on the feast of 
St. Appolonia, who had her teeth 
knocked out during her martyr- 
dom.) 


Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta: Sometime after I arrived in 
Edmonton, a big filling dropped 
out of one of my teeth. But then, 
that’s the only kind I have—big 
fillings. Much as I detested the 
idea, my better judgment told me 
that the only thing to be done was 
to see a dentist. 


I thought—‘“He will take one 
look at this tooth, and say ‘Better 
pull it—hardly anything left any- 
way!’ Well, maybe there is hardly 
anything left, but doggone it—it’s 
my tooth. If he pulls it, he might 
decide to pull a few others. Pretty 
soon I would have nothing left 
but . . . well, nothing.” 


A Hole In One 


I screwed up my courage and 
approached Dot and told her. I 
figured—‘Well, she is my director, 
and whatever she says, thats 
what God wants me to do.” She} 
said “Better go to see a dentist.” 
She gave me the name of a dentist | 
who does the work for the Staff of | 
Marian Centre free. I phoned Dr. 
Poohkay immediately (before I 
had time to think about it). Hav- 
ing been used to the usual cool- 
voiced dental run-around—“The 
doctor is really very busy, etc. 
etc.”"—I was surprised when he 
answered the phone himself. “Sure 
I can take you—-when can you 
come?” This, I thought, is a very 
unusual dentist. “Well, um, 
whenever you can take me.” 
“Come on down this afternoon.” 


On the way over to his office, I 
kept running my tongue around 
the inside of the crater which the 
ton and a half of filling had fallen 
out of. “He will surely have to 
run out and buy some more stuff 
to make a filling large enough to 
fill this hole.” I thought. When I 
arrived, there was no starched re- 
ceptionist to greet me and motion 
me to a leather cushioned chair in 
a broadloom-covered waiting 
room. 


A few campchairs and the doc- 
tor’s diploma just about complet- 
ed the furnishings in the recept- 
ion’ room. There was also a little 
table with same magazines and 
well-thumbed comic books on it. 
It looked like a waiting room 
where poor people might feel at 
home, After a couple of minutes 
he stuck his head in the door and 
said: “Got a patient — be with 
you soon.” 


A Dismal Duty 


I could hear a_ conversation 
going on in the inner part of the 
office. The hum of the drill kept 
drowning out parts of it, so I 
never figured out what it was 
about. However, intriguing 
snatches drifted out to me. “Well, 
what does St. Thomas say. . ?” 
“© course, that’s one school of 
thought. . .” I gave up trying to 
eavesdrop and began reading the 
the copy of Jubilee I had brought 
along. Since I joined the apostol- 
ate, I don’t think I have ever man- 
aged to finish a magazine article 
in one sitting. Something always 
happens. But I was tantalizingly 
close to the end this time. The old 
pattern repeated itself. “Okay, 
you can come in now.” Like the 
old tried-and-true lay apostle I 
am, I closed the magazine. Duty 
in one of its more dismal forms 
was calling. I never did finish that 
article. 


I think the men who design den- 
tal equipment lack imagination. 
All the dentist’s chairs I have 
ever been in—and that’s quite a 
few—look exactly the same, have 
the same little sink next to them, 
and the same horrible glaring 
light which shines into your oral 
cavity. The only difference is that, 
on the old models, the dentist 
pumps you up to the right posit- 
ion by hand, and on the newer 
ones, he presses a pedal; and a 
hydraulic lift does the job. This 
was a hydraulic lift. 

A Thrilling Feeling 
. If there is one thing I know, 
it is what to doina dentist’s 
chair. Open your mouth and keep 
it open. Wide. I threw back my 
head, like the old veteran I am, 
and let my lower jaw drop freely, 
exposing a set of fillings that 
‘would awe the most experienced 
dentist. It had the usual effect on 
Dr. Poohkay. ‘ 


4 , you sure have a lot of 
‘work there!” Dentists always call 
fillings ‘work’. Well, for them it 
‘is, I prefer to call them simply 
; *, or panape Some of the 
Unpleasan Results of Orig- 

’ Thinking of my teeth I 
am reminded of Our Lord’s words 
-about whited sepulchres — Out- 
wardly beautiful, but inwardly 


He located the hole (it wasn’t 
hard to find), and after some 
probing looked at me thoughtful- 
ly. Here it comes. But no. “I think 
one.” (You’re teHing me?) “Want 
I can fill it for you. But it’s a big 
to freeze it?” Now, this is always 
an embarrassing question for me. 
I listen to the Roman Martyrology 
every morning during Prime, and 
hear some blood-curdling stories 
about the tortures’ the early 
Christians ndured for the faith. 
“Murphy,” I say to myself, 
“can’t you stand even a little 
pain?” 

For Murphy’s Sake! 


I dragged myself out of my 
mental Coliseum and heard the 
doctor asking again: “What’ll it 
be? Will I freeze it?” “Nope. I can 
take it.’ I wrapped my bony fing- 
ers around the edges of the chair 
arms, tightened up like a violin 
string, and opened my mouth, 
being careful to roll back my lips. 
I tried to think of something 
pleasant as he inserted the drill 
into my mouth and started ex- 
cavating. 

He must have sensed I was 
tense (perhaps an _ eyebrow 
twitched) because he began talk- 
ing to me while he drilled. “You 
know, being a dentist isn’t easy. 
You’ve got to be emotionally 





stable, or you crack up. Just think 
of being in a little room like this 


all day with people who are as| 


nervous as you. Naturally, some 
of their nervousness is bound to 
communicate itself. There is a 
psychological element in dentistry 
which cannot be overlooked. (‘““No 
indeed, doctor’, I thought—not 
being in a position to answer aud- 
ibly at the moment.) He continu- 
ed— “But kids just don’t want to 
go into dentistry. I’ve tried to 
talk dentistry to a couple of young 
fellows I know, but they won’t 
think of it. No glamour. Just hard 
work. But where would people be 
if there weren’t dentists?” 

I lifted my shoulders and drop- 
ped them limply, to signify that 
I did .not indeed know where 
they would be. 


~ Tell-Tale Rinse 

“Now you people over there at 
Marian Centre—you work hard. 
But there’s a certain amount of 
glamour attached to the idea of 
feeding the poor. Kids are intrig- 
ued by that. Or the priesthood. 
Hollywood makes movies about 
priests, about doctors, about 
nuns. But tell me—have you ever 
seen a movie that had a dentist 
for a hero?” Before I had a chance 
to move my head slightly to the 
right and left to signify my an- 
swer, he said “No — never dent- 
ists!” I began to realize that we 
weren’t the only ones with a vo- 
cation problem. 

“Okay—rinse it out.” I rinsed 
out what looked like a day’s work 
at the granite quarry. He pumped 
some air into the hole and started 
filling. He filled and filled. Then 
he tamped it down and filled 
some more. 

He mused as he filled and tamp- 
ed, “I was in the R.C.A.F. during 
the war. We dropped a lot of 
bombs on Germany. Now a lot of 
my patients are German immi- 
grants. I fill the teeth of men I 
would have had to shoot at, back 
in the days when we were both in 
uniform. F get to know them and 
their families. I like them, and 
they like me. 


Eyes Are Filled Too 


“War is crazy. You shoot at 
people you would like to have for 
friends if you knew them.” By 
this time he had removed the 
metal piece he had screwed ar- 
ound my tooth, and I was able to 
say, “Yeah, I gues it is.” He re- 
moved the towel around my neck 
and handed me a mirror. “Want to 
look at the filling?” he asked. 

This kind of floored me. No den- 
tist had ever offered to let me 
have a glimpse of his ‘work’ be- 
fore. But then Dr. Pohkay is un- 
usual. “Sure” I said. 

I was neoarly blinded by the 
magnificent array of shiny fillings 
that greeted my eye. ‘“‘That’s mine 
there.” He pointed to it with his 
little mirror on a stick. It sure was 
a nice, big shiny filling. A trifle 
proudly he said: “I don’t think 
you'll lose that one.’ 

“Thanks a million, doctor’, I 
said as I wormed into my coat. 
“Tt’s really wonderful of you to do 
our teeth free.” “Oh, I like to do 
what I can for you people. Sorry 
I didn’t. get down to your annual 
tea last month. My wife went, but 
I had to practice for the opera. I 
belong to the Edmonton Opera 
Company, and we're putting on 
‘Cavelleria Rusticana soon. If you 
get a chance, try to see it. I’ll be 
the one inthe chorus with the 
blue shirt, big brown beard, and 





full of corruption. 


the cap with the tassel.” 


LOVE LETTER 
(Continued from Page 1) 


five hundred or six hundred Prot- 
estant men and women! 

What would I say to them? I 
hadn’t the faintest idea. I have 
never been so close to panic. 


I Did Not Care 


You saved me, God. You in- 
spired Mr. Roth to start that 
hymn of Whittier’s. And the con- 
gregation sang it beautifully: 

“I know not where His islands 

lift 

Their fronded palms in air; 

I only know I cannot drift 

Beyond His love and care.” 

I knew that stanza well. I had 
repeated it hundreds of times. It 
had become my whole philosophy 
of life. I put it this way “Why 
should I worry? If there is a God, 
He made me. And He will take 
care of me.” 

Now, listening to the singing, I 
realized that though You still 
cared for me, I had stopped caring 
for You! 

That was a low point too, God. 
A very low point. But there have 
been even lower ones in this long 
life you have given me. 

Presently, there I was, standing 
in the pulpit. And the words of 
the poet became the theme of my 
talk. I spoke a little about myself, 
j}and how I had drifted far away 
from Your Islands—and wished 
to drift back again. 

I preached to them for more 
than an hour, if I remember cor- 
rectly. I talked of the evils of 
the day. Kidnapping. Bootlegging. 
Hijacking. Murder everywhere. 
Corruption everywhere. Graft ev- 
erywhere. Who was to blame for 
this? They were, I told them. 
People who went to Church. 
People who believed in God. Good 
people. 


Blame Good People 


They could stop all this crime, 
if they really cared to. They had 
only to take more part in civic 
life. They had only to elect good 
men to office. They had only to 
see the laws were enforced. They 
had only to be good citizens as 
well as good Church members. 
Either they must rule, or the 
gangsters would. 

The whole world had drifted 
away from God’s palm-covered is- 
lands, I told those people. And 
all they had done about it— all 
any of the good people had done 
—was to watch it drift and say, 
“Now isn’t that too bad?” 

I finished, somehow, and after- 
wards I spoke to th literary boys 
and girls. And then I went back 
to New York—to drift a little far 
ther away from You than before. 
I had not the least intention of 
seeking You, God, as only too well 
You know, when You sent that 
blessed wind to steer my canoe in 
Your direction. 

Twenty years! And almost ev- 
ery day I have been begging You, 
“Let me love You more and more 
each day.” Twenty years, and I 
still love You only a little! What 
can I do about it, Lord? And how 
can I repay You for those won- 
derful years? Maybe I can really 
love You, in the days lft me. May- 
be L can love You as much as my 
friend did, the “Roth of God.” If 
He is with You, God, please say 
hello to him for me. With all my 
love, such as it is; 

Yours forever. Eddie. 














COMBERMERE DIARY 











Ray Fecteau enjoyed a side 
trip from Arizona to Texas to visit 
Father Tom Rowland. 

Father Gen Cullinane, the 
Chaplain of the Yukon Mary- 
house, spent a week in: Vancouver 
at a Legion of Mary Convention. 

The Saint Peter Claver Center, 
a Friendship House branch, will 
close in June, in Washington D.C., 
and the Madonna House Apos- 
tolate will open a fundation there 
in September. Mr. James Guinan, 
the Director, will spend the sum- 
mer at Madonna House. 

Trudi Cortens, Mary Kay Row- 
land, and Shirlee DeWitt had an 
opportunity this month, furnished 
by their parents and friends, to 
spend several weeks in Europe, 
studying the Lay Apostolate 
abroad. 

Mary Pennefather of the Ed- 
monton house also spent a féw 
weeks visiting Stella Maris House 
in Portland. : 

We are hoping this'month to 
write finis to one of the longest 
and most severe winters on record. 

Our goat flock has increased 
from six to ten. 

Although our crocuses, daffo- 
dils, tulips, and lilacs are a month 
later than most everybody else’s 
—we stil enjoy them as much as 
you do. May the promise of 
spring, and the continuing Easter 
joy, remain in your heart. : 








April in The Yukon 


By Mary Ruth 











In other lands the fruit trees are 
in blossom 

And flowers fill the woods with 
gaiety 

The songs of birds, 
breezes carried, 

Sprinkle the world with joyous 
melody... 

‘Tis April in the Yukon. Dust’s 
ablowing. 

The gray cliffs stand unchanged, 
except the snow 

Is slowly going ’neath the sun’s 
caress, 

The days grow longer; and the 
days grow slow. 

Jackpines have inched 
and time. 

The tulips, crocuses, and daffodils 

Bloom in the stores beyond our 
distant hills. 

"Tis April in the Yukon, and no 
bird songs 

Delight my heart at dawn when 
sun is bright. 

And no rain falls in apple blossom 
time— 

For apples do not grow at quité 
this height. 

|O, April in the Yukon may be| 

| barren 

| And crags may frown upon an icy | 

| river 

And dust may fill your lungs 

And chill winds make you shiver. 

But we can see the snow-capped 

mountains burning 

With rosy pink at dawn, or sun- 

set’s glow; 

And we can hear 

huskies howling. 

We do not miss the robin or the 

crow. 

Let nature give whate’er she has 

to offer. 

Who cares how soon the ice and 
snow depart? 

A dream fulfilled within my soul 
is blooming, 

And springtime sits eternal on my 

heart. 


upon the 


in dust 





the hungry 








I Cry to You Beloved 


By Catherine de Vinck 











Bound to the earth and fastened 
to this clay, 

Deftly imprisoned within their 
enclosure, 

I cry out, Beloved, with the voice 
of freedom, 

The voice of the migrant and of 
restless blood: 

“Release me from the nets and 
from the ropes 

That hold me within this narrow 
land 

Where matter, though seen and 
grasped, 

Has less reality 
sensed Love.” 


than your un- 


And more 








I cry out, Beloved, with the voice 
of those 

Who met with firé and yet re- 
mained undaunted; 

I ery out, not in anger or impa- 
tience, 

But only as the seeker of splendid 
harmony 

Who enters in the density of 
sounds 

And wishes to be born in moving 
rhythm; 

Or as the land-locked lover of the 
sea 

Who always strains toward un- 
tamed spaces 

Where there is no distraction from 
desire 

In the mysterious 
water and sun. 


embrace of 


I cry out, Beloved, in Love’s pain 
and hunger; 

I cannot still this cry nor heal its 
cause, 

For it finds its ever-swelling power 

In the very gift of your indwelling. 

But even if the choice were given 
me 

Between this instant sweetness of 
instant death 

And the distant hope of distant 
meeting, 

Could I desire to be less of flesh 

promptly relieved, 
than You, Beloved, 

Iron-bound to the Cross? 














LTE 


Cap de la Madeleine, 
(Marian Press Service) — Our 
Lady of the Cape has just pub- 
lished a new BASILICA SEAL in 
several colors, the 4th since be- 
ginning the construction of the 
future “Basilica”. This stamp is 
meant to recall the 300th anni- 
versary of the building of the first 
Chapel, and to mark the resolut- 
ion officialy recorded by the fa- 
thers of the First Quebec Plenary 
Council 50 years ago. An all-time 
record number of visistors, 1,300- 
000, visited Caanda’s Rosary 
Shrine at Cap de la Madeleine 
during 1958, and 513,00 received 
Communion. These statistics ap- 
pear in a report of the Shrine’s 
Pilgrimage Bureau;.2,311 organ- 
ized pilgrimages were registered. 





THE RAIN OF BLOOD 


By Rev. E. Cullinane 











O Sacred Wounds! 
O Bloody Crown of Glory! 
Wisdom breathes the Pattern 
And begins 
The Holy Ground forever to 
recall 
From strange oblivion. 


Drop by drop 

The earth was watered 

From the Crimson Cloud 

That rained the Blood of God. 


The Wounds are there forever 
In His flesh: 

They are His glory; 

They alone give life 

And meaning 

To the firmament 

And man. 


They are the Mystical Embrace 
That holds a sinful race 
From falling into darkness 
And eternal doom. 


The Wounds are open still 

And bleeding— 

Earth gives more and more 

Its barren soil 

To slack the thirst of Him 

Whose wounded Heart 

Is slowly comforted 

And healed 

As, drop by drop, 

The blood of martyrs purples it 
anew 

And seals the Testament of Love 

That God has made with man 

And man with God. 





Que.|... 








LOOKS AT BOOKS 


FIRST STEPS TO SANCTITY, 
Rev. Albert J. Shaman, Newman 
Press, 118 pages. $2.75 in U.S. 

People who want to be saints 
will find Fr. Shamon’s book a help. 
Listen to some of it: “Desire! De- 
sire! Desire, therefore, is - and 
must be the first step to sanctity 
nobody will ever be a saint 
unless he first has the desire to 
be one. When Theodora asked her 
brother, St. Thomas Aquinas, how 
she could become a saint, Thomas 
gave her the perfect answer: “De- 
sire it.’” 

It is not a big book; neither is 
it so simple as it sounds. It is fil- 
led with profundities; but Fr. 
Shamon has a way of making the 
profound clearly understood. 

He writes about the means to 
sanctity, prayer, the Sacraments, 
penance and mortification, spir- 
itual reading, patience, and hu- 
mility. 

It is, of course, for everybody 
who wants to be a saint—and es- 
pecially for those who think they 
pa could be anything like a 
saint. 


























is the 


_Ben’s.” The chapel, 


ing, someone will honk an auto horn until the 
look at the barns, the chicken coops, the hay 
even want to see the cows, sheep, goats, pigs. 
taken before the first snow fell last 
lace that keeps us in milk, butter, and meat—and helps to put a lot of vegetables on 
from Madonna House; and there is much travelling to 
and fro. The boys cannot always get to Madonna House—so Mass is said for them daily at “St. 

iy through the benevolence of Bishop Smith of Pembroke, is in the 
the picture. pate 


the table. It is about five miles away 


year. You should see it now! 


_ Open the gate and come in. Welcome to St. Benedict’s Acres. Dinner will be ready in 
a minute or two. The bell will call the boys from wherever they are; or, if the bell isn’t work- 
y get the idea. After dinner you may want to 
lofts, the pig pens, or the various fields. You may 
, bees, and Nellie, our work horse. This picture was 


The snow is THAT high! This 





big house to the left o 











RESTORATION, 


COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA 


1 Year—$1.00 





Please enter the following subscription: 











